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not? Only three o'clock and we've been forced to
have the light. . . . Now I wonder if this is the
kind of size . . .'

Through the window Elizabeth could see a piece
of black cloud and the front of the Glebeshire Bank,
which shone, under the cloud, with a dull dead light.
She could see some leaves and a piece of newspaper
blown along by the wind. At any moment Michael
might pass down the street. . . .

*  I beg your pardon, Miss Furze. . . ,'
She recalled herself with an effort.

* Oh, thank you. . . . That's the kind of size.
... I wonder whether I might look in to-morrow
when I've spoken to my mother. . . .'

* Why, of course. . . .'

She hurried out. She knew that Miss Creed
stood there, staring after her.

In Bellamy's it seemed to her that there was a
large crowd of completely silent people* Everyone
moved about as though in a dream, and this dream-
like effect was increased by the electric light, which has
always an unreal dead glitter in the afternoon. The
passages between the counters were narrow, and
women, stout and thin, children, a solitary man or
two, walked slowly as though obeying some order
from a director of ceremonies. It resembled a
ceremony or one of those modern ballets satirizing
daily affairs. The women hesitated, looking at things
as they passed, stopping for an instant, then moving
on again. But no voices could be heard* It had the
effect of a cinematograph picture when the sound
apparatus fails, when lips part and there is a ghastly,
almost maniacal silence.

Among just such a crowd Michael might be